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seems to me that, if the author had been
less a Yankee, he might have done some-
thing better.

CXCI.

PARIS, April 23, 1859.

SOMEBODY gave me a novel by Lady
Georgiana Fullerton, written in French,
with a request to note the passages that are
defective. There is nothing in this book
except peasants of the B6arn who eat sand-
wiches and poached eggs, and ask thirty
francs for a basket of peaches. I might as
well try to write a Chinese tale. You ought
to take this book and correct it for me, in
return for all the books which I have lent
you that you have never returned.

CXCII.

PARIS, Thursday, April 28, 1859.
THERE is in our army a gayety which the
Austrians lack absolutely.    Although I am
not an optimist, I am. confident of our suc-
cess.    Our old reputation is so well estab-e; I bought in Venice a chan-d in a pretty villa by the
